LAAGZUATELLTS SATAGAAD! 


Fy on tha WARS thit hurci'd 
WILLIE fromme. 


| An excellent Now yong, Much in requeſt: 


FF on the Wars that hurri'd Wz/lze from me, 
Whse to loye mc jult had Sworn; 
They made him Copilea ſure to undo me; 
Wo's me he will nefre return: 
A Thouſand Low:s abroad will fight him; 
He from Thouſands nefer will run : 
Day. and Night 1 aid entrecar him 
To ſtay ſafe from Sword and Gun, 
| uſed 8l/urinp Graces 
Wrth mcikle fond Embraces 
Now Sighirp- then Crying, Tears droping & fall, 
Bur had he my (ofr Arms, 
Preferr'd to Wars Alarms: 
My Soul groweth Mad, 
Its ſore oppreſt anc (ad, 
| fear in my Fir, i had granted all. 


I waſh'd and painted,co make me look proyoking 
Snares that told me would catch the Man: 
And on my Head high Commodes had cocking, 

Which made me 120k as tall again 
For % new pown | payed much Money, 
Which with Gold Flowers abroad did ſhine : 
My love well might think me Gay and Bonny, 
No Scots Laſs was c'er ſo fine: 
My Petticoat was ſpotted, 
 Earings too, with Freinges knotted, 
Lac's Shoes. {1k Hocs garten'd ofre the Kneo 
But oh the fatal thought, 
To Willie theſe were nought, 
But I'Je ride ro the Town 
And riftie with drageon 
And the ſillic Low.; might have plunder'd me: 
F.1N1S. 


